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terests me;   though you have not yet come
to the romance, let alone the passion."

"Oh, Frank," he cried, "the story is full of ro-
mance; every meeting was an event in my life.
You have no idea how intelligent he is; every even-
ing we spent together he was different; he had
grown, developed. I lent him books and he read
them, and his mind opened from week to week
like a flower, till in a short time, a few months,
he became an exquisite companion and disciple.
Frank, no girl grows like that; they have no
minds, and what intelligence they have is all
given to wretched vanities, and personal jeal-
ousies. There is no intellectual companionship
possible with them. They want to talk of dress,
and not of ideas, and how persons look and not
of what they are. How can you have the
flower of romance without a brotherhood of
soul?"

"Sisterhood of soul seems to me infinitely
finer," I said, "but go on."

"I shall convince you," he declared; "I must
be able to, because all reason is on my side.
Let me give you one instance. Of course my
boy had his bicycle; he used to come to me on
it and go to and fro from the barracks on it.
When you came to Paris in September, you in-
vited me to dine one night, one Thursday night,
when he was to come to me. I told him I had